AUGUST

THE time has now come when some reckless
pen repeats the annual falsehood : c Lon-
don is empty * (which only means that the
Dowager Lady Slimmer has gone to Perthshire),

London empty !

It was empty once only in history, after the
Eagles had been called home to Rome to assist in
the obsequies of an empire, and then, it is true,
night fell upon London as it fell upon the world, so
that when the Saxons came, cupping their hands
on Ludgate Hill, and shouting to the weed-grown
ruin of the Roman wall, e Hallo, there ! Any one
at home ? " an echo only answered them ; and they
went in, and London was born again. . . .

London empty !

Goodwood is over, and the sleeping-cars from
King's Gross, Euston and St. Pancras will soon be
taking the men with the guns and the fishing-rods,
and the girls with the shooting sticks and the golf
clubs, away to the north, to awaken them in a land
of stone walls where amber-coloured streams run
beneath grey bridges. The hair of the railway porters
in that land shines like fire in a bush, and the clouds
are white caps on the heads of the hills. There is
wind and heather.

Meanwhile London is full. Those lucky migrants
are a mere spoonful from the ocean of London life,
A larger spoonful trickles to the coast, and still there
are millions who never leave London, and hun-
dreds of thousands who will pour in during August
from the rest of the world. There are just now
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